To be gone 


Author: Newrasis 

Bands: Nightwish 

Characters: Tuomas Holopainen, Marco Hietala, Sami Vänskä 
Relationships: N/A 

Rating: Non-adult 


Genre: [Slash, Gen] 


Updated: Wed Apr 27 2005 08:58:03 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


I 


Author's Notes: 

This is just something | wrote with the intention of getting closer to the characters, so that | one day will be 
able to write a real fic about it. l'm mostly posting it because there is only one Nightwish fic, and that has to 
change. "To be gone" is a song by Anna Ternheim, and | think it fits the story. Thanks to Highway Joe for the 
quick betal 


To Be Gone 


Tumoas liked Marco. Everybody liked Marco. He was funny, and thoughtful, and kind, and he didn't get mean 


when he was drunk. Sami did. Sami was always mean, but especially after too many beers. 


Tuomas smiled in a way that people might pass of as mysterious, and Emppu cracked a joke about it. As 
everyone around their little bar table burst into laughter, the whole world seemed to spin around him, the 
laughs and the bawls all of the sudden even louder and more piercing. Somewhere in the back of the smoke- 
filled bar a glass shattered. Tero shouted something too loudly into his ear and Tuomas felt himself flinch 


away. 


Tero was, as usual, drunk beyond reason. He was already in a state of not being able to hold stand on his own, 
instead he leaned heavily on Marco to prevent himself from falling flat on his face. Marco helped him without 
complaining, just laughing slightly and patting him on the head. 


Sami would have said something sarcastic, something about deserving it. Sami.. Sami would have been passed 


out under the table. 


Marco noticed Tuomas's eyes on him, and flashed him an unsure smile. The younger man knew he still felt 
slightly uncomfortable around him. Not that he had a reason to. Tuomas liked Marco, and he always tried to 
show it. Everybody liked Marco. He wasn't at all like Sami. Not sarcastic, or egocentric, or malicious, or sadistic, 
or clueless, or a drunk, or.. the most beautiful thing Tuomas had ever seen 


He closed his eyes for a second, and let himself remember. He could feel soft curls brushing past him, could 
see fast fingers moving easily over strings, could hear that same bass sing along with it's player. The voice 

that only once had whispered words of love found its way into his fog-filled mind. He could almost hear the 

deep, even breaths, feel the heart beat deep down under... 


Tuomas downed his beer, opened his eyes and smiled back. This was going to be a long winter. 


